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HOT FOR RESALE 

under penalty of law. It goes in sequence, like so: goner Amstipus comes to a boil in a pot of 
ostrich broth (index finger). Then (middle finger), sequins glister over under blam blam. But 
sure as shootin’ suet corrupts our sawn off tubing, rusting maws and ploppers out. Housing 
bubble, redoubled and — s c a t 

tersho t! — gone. Gone to honey pot bubbles. My two cents? Whelp, it’s one bizarre bazaar. 
What with the rifled arches braised in secret by double, sometimes demiagents, even. For your 
money, fifty odd clams to click start a personal bake. That is, if it’s all in lucky pennies. That is, 
piping hot from a bed of tar. 

That’s gonorrhea for ya (BLUB blub). Still and all, the savor of roast ghost peppers lambasts our 
nostrils as we leap from ledge to knowledge across the lava floe. Clicking our heels up. “Two for 
the prize of Hun,” we intone, “screw for the dice of gun.” 
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- William Repass 


Two Death Metal Shows: A Micro- Anti- Review 

Bottom line: fun as fuck. Bangover Ratings (out of 10) - DeathFest: 8/ Enfold Darkness: 7 


It's been a great summer for the Roanoke metal scene. Last month's issue was too small 
to fit if, so now's the time to mention the Bick Lick Death Fest, organised by Andrew 
Mathews - nine brutal regional death metal bands. I'm not a musician, hence "anti-review"; 
I'm reviewing the crowd itself and the experience of the show, rather than the music (since I'd 
suck at that) as the experience of attending the show. A Micro-Review because I'm trying to 
keep it short. I suck at that. 

Not a weak band in the line-up, each one unrelentingly heavy, with quick change-ups 
between sets that kept the energy high. Toward the end a group of Frattish-looking Victory- 
Record hardcore-looking dudes came in and I feared it would be a field of windmills, but 
they got that the vibe was about fun and not machismo, and were cool. The next month was 
another kick-ass show headed by Enfold Darkness, and again, the energy was refreshingly 
lively and positive. I headbanged literally the entire time, somehow, and it wasn't until 
Enfold Darkness that my neck went numb and I had to give up; a shame, because I enjoy 
trying and failing to keep up with their drum patterns. 

What I want to point out in both shows is that people zoere dancing constantly. 
Headbanging always, and the pit was always at least threatening. And the pits were fun (this 
coming from a relatively frail guy approaching 40 who's a headbanger at heart). Energetic 
slam-dancing, not tough-guy posturing or weird territorial competition. For the first time in 
Roanoke, I started to notice people's styles of dancing. (Admittedly, I generally can't see 
anything but my hair and the ground). As always, a pit, and the' hardcore headbangers, keep 
the energy of a show bubbling even for everybody who's not throwing themselves into it; it 
feeds the bands, the music, and each other. 

A further observation, which I think is related to the positivity that I hope keeps 
growing from show to show: most of the die-hard moshers at these shows were women. This 
protects the pit from hyper-masculine stupidity (particularly at Death Fest, I suspect), focused 
on energy and fun, and sends the message that this is about music and dance and solidarity, 
not competition or neo-caveman mating rituals.* It seems to me like I'm generally seeing 
more female metalheads showing up and proving the lie of the stereotype (too often 
accepted) of the 'girl who's just there with her boyfriend'. 

When I first moved here, it seemed like I was the only person hcadbanging most of the 
lime while everybody sipped beer and stared into space; not any more! Let's keep the energy 
going! 


by Olchar E. Lindsann 
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As long as nobody gets creepy 


No moist towelette remains, how ever, and w/ both ducts flubbed by gulp at spigot water hole — 
dribble. How even the sludge gorge has slackened to a trickle. Foetid clusters not withstanding. 
Pilfer if you will for tsetse ribbons w/ caution printed on em, youTl end up hobbled where you 
started from, or hobby hoarse if ruralized, as in farm hand — either road a sock on linoleum slide 
into rubber bullet hell. Pistil fingers, no longer pliant, wither and whinge about 


the messianic thumb. Disputably green but sore from compost or recycle bin. And what of 
simians? Gullets crack ten fold, and as many severed toes. Sorb abbeys, pickles of the true 
service not with standing. A patch of flummox bristlers sodomize the ankle angel. Yipes. Please 
do not remove this label. 


- William Repass 


Aside 


er gold hair flutters, 

rats scream in the courtyard. 

-Georg Trackl, The Young Maiden 


a slight enticement 

warily the cuspid slather thrashes in the child's milk 
the eddy 
entangled 

left behind him long ago 
a blotter on the road 
sinking in its inverse glow 
its teeth enmeshed in silk 

it spirals or contamination creeping like a dying toad 
in splendour and or but and 
composed of 
the lice went 

Trebonius tugged at the hem of my robe 
-OlcharE. Lindsann 
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That Mallarme Smiled Equally Upon 
The Poems of Viele-Griffin #1 

As diameter punctuated percolates 
reproached rat-accu rapprochement 
poached chocolates in full view, all 
along the latent latrine liminal hats, 
absinthe of subjective absurdity, we 
have unwound our poetics in the 
oil fields of reticent thought, an eye 
mute devoid of stranger facts veers 
from Parnassus to the plastic arts. 
Eaten bias, who pours the avenue, 
deviant nor the mad dole imaginary, 
quan-malle garbled in their heuristic 
tree-house triumphant, oasis nor 
oeuvre of Elvis, laughing like a grape. 

jim leftwich, 07. 10.2017 



That Mallarme Smiled Equally Upon 
The Poems of Viele-Griffin #3 

As diameter punctuated Chevrolet 
reproached rat-accu mature 
poached chocolates in full view, developed 
along the latent latrine liminal fruitful, 
absinthe of subjective absurdity, volutes 
have unwound our poetics in enjambed 
oil fields of reticent thought, a porch 
mute devoid of stranger facts celebrates 
from Parnassus to the plastic saints. 

Eaten bias, who pours the theme, 


o 

5. 

£ 

o' B 

5," 

5 S’ 

2 >i. 
O oo‘ 

< 5‘ 

fr* Cra 
cr o 

§• 5. 

^ tr 
g 

o g 

3 g 
3 


to 


& 5 

g CL 

3 5’ 

^ (IQ 

IB 

l e 

g ^ 

O CD 




ft* tra 

*3 5 ! 

C/> CO 

£? E 

w fcr 

l-t- 

g.s. 

cr <-*■ 
G cT 

B 

o G 

3* CO 
31 3“ 

3 n> 
era M 
3 ^ 

£L 3- 

— o 

o s: 

C T3 

M 3 

“ o 

CD 


s’ r. 

ns si 
cr S’ 

1 * 
G O 

era co 
5* o 
< o 
<S 


00 

G Cr 
G G 

*3 Cr 

EL V 
o 
3 

(ra eg 


o g 

a P 


jim leftwich 
07.10.2017 


Thai Mallarme Smiled Equally Upon 
The Poems of Viele-Griffin it 2 


Escape diameter punctuated percolates 
perfection rat-accu rapproachment 
purity chocolates in full view, all 
goose the latent latrine liminal hats, 
punctual of subjective absurdity, we 
renouncing unwound our poetics in the 
masters fields of reticent thought, an eye 
spoon devoid of stranger facts veers 
private Parnassus to the plastic arts. 

Verse bias, who pours the avenue, 
notebook nor the mad dole imaginary, 
pla-malle garbled in their heuristic 
probability triumphant, oasis nor 
conscience of Elvis, laughing like a grape. 


for sure 


plositive je su 
is )haciaa 
dentro( I'm a 
inbomber 
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deviant nor the mad dole constant, 
quan-malle garbled in their joyful 
tree-house triumphant, oasis savant 
oeuvre of Elvis, laughing like a fox. 
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That Mallarme Smiled Equally Upon 
The Poems of Viele-Griffin #4 


Escape pattern punctuated percolates 
perfection rat-pages rapprochement 
purity chocolates in fork view, all 
goose the latent latrine unity hats, 
punctual of subjective absurdity, edition 
renouncing unwound our poetics suit the 
masters fields of reticent quill, an eye 
spoon devoid pantheism stranger facts veers 
private outcomes to the plastic arts. 

Escargot bias, who pours the avenue, 
notebook defamiliarized the mad dole imaginary, 
p!a-malle cheeseburgers in their heuristic 
probability triumphant, oasis inspired 
^^onscience of Elvis, laughing a spiritualized grape. 


y jim leftwich 
07 A 0.201 7 



That Mallarme Smiled Equally Upon 
The Poems of Viele-Griffin #5 

As diameter Whitman Chevrolet 
reproached kidney-accu mature 
poached chocolates transliterated view, developed 
along the feelings latrine liminal fruitful, 

Laforgue of subjective absurdity, volutes 
have painted our poetics in enjambed 
oil fields consequences reticent thought, a porch 
mute devoid of unsubstantiated facts celebrates 
from Parnassus to the concluded saints. 

Eaten bias, who pours exaggerating theme, 
deviant nor the posthumous dole constant, 
quan-malle preparations in their joyful 
mercury triumphant, oasis savant 
oeuvre of rattlesnakes, laughing like a fox. 

jim leftwich 
07.10.2017 




How Do We Know? 

On Reclaiming Knowledge for Life 

by Olchar E. Lindsann 

As information becomes dematerialized - soon we will no longer own our own copies of 
music, films, programmes, or many texts (including those we create), but rather rent them, like Feudal 
serfs, from a supposedly-dematerialized information-bank appropriately euphemized as the Cloud* 
Capital has followed it, dematerializing into the abstract world of finance, pure capitalism, wherein all 
use-value has been obliterated and exchange value alone exists uninhibited, as if within some endless 
cloud. Abstraction, alienation, which has always been the basis of capitalist power, is congealing 
exponentially, and the no-space of information (not knoivledge, which is use-value) has become the 
space of Power. 

The effects have been clearly marked in the fracturing of local, terrestrial communities; in the 
desensitization to the monstrosities of world affairs, the proliferating proxy-wars waged by client 
tribes and states of all the major powers, the vacuum of empathy which, while nothing new, finds less 
and less excuse everyday as these atrocities become ever more widely reported - spread as 
information, as carriers of capital, nothing more. This movement benefits capital by creating a new 
fantasy-world which it can colonise, at the expense of the real beings who - raised from birth in an 
inverted world where alienation has become the very sign of Value itself- no longer value, as such, 
anything that actually touches them. Value can be found only in your distance from it. We are asked 
to embrace the Spectacle as such ; we are being weaned away from living. 

There is no lack of information needed to break away, and even the glutting of fake news, which 
is simply the most recent iteration of the fake thought which has always fed every counter-revolution, 
cannot entirely hide that information. What we lack - and what the destruction of public education 
over the last thirty years has been designed to destroy - is the communal capacity for thought - i.e., 
converting information into knowledge, into use-vale, and thus into action; even the simple and 
humble action of living ethically. Dissenting communities need not only to construct new social 
structures for the interchange of knowledge, but even more fundamentally must develop ways to 
embody the transfer of knowledge, entangling it entirely with our collective and personal lives, 
friendships, psychologies, daily habits, and ways of speaking and thinking. We must think about the 
situation of knowledge, in the full Situationist sense. As mainstream society becomes increasingly un- 
situated, what is now a defensive measure against total alienation will increasingly become a valuable 
weapon - its need will be felt even more urgently, and its logic will become more unfamiliar, 
unexpected and unpredictable by power. It will also resist, at least to a greater extent than digital and 
institutional information, the tightening grip of the most invasive surveillance states the world has 
ever known: The United States and the United Kingdom (United we stand - we just May Trump 'em). 

Our situation is unique and terrifying; but there are models we can find and adapt. In the early 
19 th Century, the explosion of industrialism, uprooting of rural lifestyles with the closure of the 
Commons, the spread of literacy to produce a mass market unimaginable a generation or two earlier, 
and the ascendency of the Capitalist class to power in European nations (including the US, let's be 
real) between 1770 and 1830 coupled with the authoritarian backlash against the centuries many 
armed democratic uprisings, all contributed to a situation that parallels ours in many respects: new 
technologies offering great liberatory promise, but bent to the will of capitalist oligarchs instead; 


massive uprooting of society, both its populations and its lifestyles and values; fundamental economic 
shifts and the systematization of a colonial-global market setting the various exploited classes of the 
globe against each other; a new, volatile, media-driven mass culture which allowed for forms and 
content of expression never possible before, but - created and marketed by corporate interests, and 
disseminated in standardized, impersonally-produced commodities - did so at the cost of an 
increasingly alienated and compromised situation; the feeling of standing on the verge of a new and 
potentially horrific new era, with all the tools required to construct a better one. Here are three 
responses to the situation (or the spectacle) that we face, drawn from my research and thinking into 
that past, ripe to be radicalized through our re-invention. None have ever been absent from our 
communities; they are in our communal DNA, as it were. But it is time that we became more 
conscious of them, think more deeply and strategically about how they could be recreated and 
deployed more radically. They need to become a dominant gene. 

Apprenticeship : The very fact that the apprenticeship model was killed off by the division of 
labour, the most perfect instrument of alienation, is enough to make us suspect its value. The formal 
apprenticeship of the pre-Modern age was firmly embedded in the economic power structures of its 
time, with motives of mastery, not liberation; but if we dissociate it from the spectre of 
professionalism and advancement, what emerges is a form of learning which interpenetrates 
alternative forms of family, of friendship, of collaboration, of many other parts of life. The education is 
individual; "teacher" and "student" drawn together by an affinity, by shared goals calling for related 
methods; nothing standard nor arbitrary nor abstract. Nor is this relationship permanent or definitive; 
the apprentice will become equal in craft, and is already humanly equal. The apprentice learns not 
through alienated instruction, but through collaboration; it is thus contiguous with friendship, and 
more often than not there is no formal recognition of apprenticeship, no hierarchy - simply a pattern 
of interaction that tends to enrich the understanding of the young or inexperienced. We are all 
apprentices of each other in one or another skill or discipline; how much more effectively if we 
approach it with greater focus? Apprenticeship is focused on learning to do, not learning to have 
knowledge - on use- value, not exchange-value. Within the avant-garde, there are chains of personal 
mentorship that can be traced from the years of Napoleon's regime to at least the second half of the 
20 th Century. Similar, more formalized chains exist within orchestral virtuoso training. The classical 
Greek Philosophical schools provide another model, though the Sophistical schools, with their 
anarchic approach to discourse, are probably better. DIY Shadow Schools and educational co-ops 
already work on an understanding of these dynamics. 

Bibliography: When I speak of the embodiment of knowledge, I am not using embodiment as a 
dis-embodied metaphor. We must save books. Not texts (which can be reduced to mere information), 
but physical books. We must reclaim reading, thinking, and discussing as physical acts, and this begins 
with the physical book. I learn within real life, in this chair, with this object in my hands, and when I 
remember this information I remember the situation, the object with carries within it so many other 
situations, both my own and others'. As surveillance becomes yet more invasive, as all of our media is 
drawn into the megalithic Cloud, print will take on an increasingly subversive quality; it is, like all 
embodied knowledge, less visible to digitized power. With the inevitable disappearance of net 
neutrality, private and co-op libraries of zines and other subversive literature in print will become 
increasingly important. And despite the blithe assertions of so many Positivists, the internet will not 
exist forever. There is nothing permanent about a system of informational "storage" that depends upon 
the entire NeoLiberal global economy continuing flawlessly, just as it is now, for ever and ever and 


ever.* Even the self-ingesting internal dynamics of Capitalism itself run counter to this fairytale. No 
archivist I know expects digitized media to last more than another generation. This offers radical 
communities a unique opportunity: when the internet falls — an event of even greater significance than 
the destruction of the Library at Alexandria - much of official culture will be all but wiped out of existence. 
Henceforth, the histories will be written on the basis of what was preserved in print. Underground 
culture will still constitute only a small percentage of that material, but the odds for each individual 
book will be infinitely greater than Power currently assumes. We should remember the story of the 
Nag Hammadi texts - buried in a cave in the desert to escape a purge of all literature opposed to the 
Catholic Church, they are now available again after 2000 years through freak accidents. No doubt 
there are hundreds of other secret libraries never found; but such things do happen . . . 

Such archival libraries, gathering both present and past radical literature, are vital for other 
reasons too. The old book is also a communal relic - a touchstone of the fact that the great project of 
liberation is greater than ourselves, that it is multi-generational, that we must extend our solidarity to 
our dead comrades of the past as well as our unborn comrades of future struggles; the book carries 
with it all the marks - the physical marks - of their use of this text in the struggle we now continue. 
The anarchist bibliographer will not seek pristine, unread books that now bask in the exchange-value 
of "precious antiques" but scrounge for the tattered, marked-up, well-loved books that have been 
scarred in the chaos of the battle of thought , which an individual, through integration with their lives 
as lived, has stripped of its standardization and made alive. 

Storytelling: Having said the above, perhaps, nonetheless, we get too much of our 
information from books. We must find ways to seamlessly blend leisure and learning, informality 
with rigour, purpose with fun. Storytelling attaches abstract information to a particular, shared social 
moment , a situation through which it has become part of their lives. It adapts knowledge to the precise 
needs of the community and the moment, brings out what is important or inspirational or cautionary 
for us , and introduces a thousand nuances of implication, relation, and subtext that information as such 
rejects and (again, let's think strategically) cannot understand. And, it is fun (assuming one's a good 
storyteller; if not, apprentice yourself to someone who is . . .) It connects a subculture's way of life and 
communal memory to its history, values, and aspirations. This is the role given to the Epic Poem in 
most societies, including all of those from which our own has derived; is it not ripe for re-invention, 
divested of the elements of chauvinism, xenophobia, racism, paternalism and militarism with which 
those societies imbued it? 

The era of digital freedom is drawing toward its close, but the era of digital hegemony is likely 
just beginning, and the only thing likely (despite all our hopes) to end it is the collapse of the digital 
order itself, concomitant with economic and infrastructure collapse. If dissenting communities have 
the foresight and focus to prepare now, our communities will be prepared with the awarenesses and 
practices needed to act radically, ethically, and humanely amongst whatever wreckage we must 
collectively navigate. 


*This is, in actuality, a series of gigantic, high-tech complexes in the Western US, housing millions of dollars' worth 
of equipment produced by slave-labour, consuming vast resources in order to keep thousands of computer units 
con tin ually cooled. * 



Crinkle 



iree southern states 


wreathed in exhalations of soot the clamp 
on the throat its rust 
rimming the pulsing jaws 


braced 

egg 

bleeding like a yellow shriek the marionette 

gurgling on the pediment inkling 
ofrubicon tiptoes 
on the landing of the nocturnal 
carved 
clavicle 
nuzzle 


the meningitis of the residual fist 

-Olchar E. Lindsann 


NEAREST RECRUITING STATION 


What a lucky \ I am to call you my 

NOUN 

dad. You’re always there for me. through thick and 

r» 

\ 

~ ^^7 . You’re not only a great > — ' - 1 r . 


pal, too. Whenever I’m 
I know I can come 


down in the 


PLURAL NOUN 


to you for comfort Q_ 


advice, or a/an 


to cry on. All my friends on my 
-ball team think you’re the best 
the team's ever had. Dad, when I’m 


old As Mom always says, "The apple 

NOUN 

doesn’t fall far from the ^ V - * 

‘ NOUN 

Happy Father's Day/ I love you with all my 


His core belief system 




July 12 @ Art Rat 

Brad Chriss and Megan Blafas-Chriss: a meat poem from Dune with Megarron bass. 

Brad reads a slice of Dune: "the known universe is the most precious consciousness and its navigators." he puts 
some meat in his mouth and reads a little more: "that it through remains the juice warning." Megan tickles the 
bass and thumps a short percussive antimelody. Brad stuffs a little more meat in his mouth: "is four mela tos 
crout fou ex." Megan plucks a hairpin skatchbox thumb-piano shuffle in E-flat major. Brad plans the knowing 
messiah duplex of meat experience awakened in his mouth: "spice kn pa se so growls bort brot cattle smelling 
tastes tl reac nose seer ha la mertl shoh lar narrow students and their mother." the known universe spells spice as 
a detour from the wound of bloodlines, you are ready to eat the fight of water, arrives with knives, under the 
vacuum controls the carrot but cannot control the carom, weird mustard and thumping launch upon the steak. 
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QUEUE SPORT 


High beams blazing full regalia. Driven to, per Freud, your parking lot in life. OK, now break. 
Heads will roll 

right off the tongue: clobber slick bludgeon roses thick on Czech wallpaper, plastered via torque 
of venal puce. Shuffling throb of snooker pigeons triggers snot scratch blast flog shot contra slick 
slap sticky morning star cartoon, OK? 

Prickle of trauma. Breadless, gorged on felt till green sea foams (annexed by puce). Woo a 
cudgel drooling with it, shedding deciduous seconds, second helpings, third natures, so help me 
fuck me help help so re fuck me use me OK stop hitting your self. 

The scaled brain, dolled into billiards. Does it not equal opposite reaction? Be frank. 

Napoleon II means Napoleon III. Effects come a trundling, malformed, from incubator clause. 
Remember when the talkies cost a franc? Remember when walkies meant a moonlit promenade 
with Proust the toy poodle? Carom back, despite the sun king dress. In spite of spit’s own gob. 

Mademoiselle Guillotine! 

Left off the tongue this time. Ocre Kakistocracy. You flange you, shutter my gullet. Say cheese 
grater history Greater Yugoslavia— strip mined of what the big cat hacked into being. 

- William Repass 
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Jos pasos perdidos 

I din not your foot )D. Lynch { 
for all yr ashy needs cum 
breabismo lock dog show sw 
eat sleep fistula was your 
daily rice INHALE THE 
FOG was wilted soup step 
away the snore's bang light 
\secming drip ' f f // nor shoe 
beneath the beach a 
temple , lonely groan a 
THTHUNDER'S backitch 
flood I am not the walk 
foot I am not not and 
flood your second floor I am 
not your second floor so 
easy rumbled past a neck cr 
eeping out die b eded neck's 
skull-hung ::dim mu d d 
rains be tween yr socks ,em 
bandaged sammich am yr 
steep claw grease 


Ni tm gorge dc son silence 
-PuulEhmrd 


John M. Bennett 


WKff * 

to everybody who came together to make AftGfMAF 2017 a hooting, screeching, scraping, stooling, 
stomping, growling, squealing, drooling success! 

This DIY Fest would be impossible without the donated time, energy, resources, and 
enthusiasm of eveiyone involved: 

Art Rat Studios, Ralph Eaton & Brian Counihan for hosting and trusting! 

Roanoke Art Rat Bastard Society for Organising & Prep 
Olchar Lindsann, Designated Worrying- About- All-This -Shit Guy 
Tom Cassidy & Tim Yaddow for donating Edibles and Imbibables for all 
Brad Chriss & Wilheim Katastrof for Cooking & Managing Food 
Warren Fry for sourcing, managing, and running tech 

Wilheim Katastrof, Ralph Eaton, Warren Fry, Olchar Lindsann, bela b. Grimm, Tim Yaddow, 

& Others for set-up, break-down & cleaning 

AU of our out-of-town guests who traveled & performed on their own dime: John M. Bennett, 
Catherine Mehrl Bennett, Tom Cassidy, Reid Wood, Jack Wright, Crank Sturgeon, Cilia Vee, 
Jonah Woodstock, Bela b. Grimm, and Laura Jane Evert 

Everybody who contributed work from afar: Matt Ames, Evan Damerow, Jennifer Weigel, 
Rebecca Weeks, Ian Whitford, Wayne Nelson, and GX Jupiter Larson 
All of our local and regional performers: Wilheim Katastrof, Bradley Chriss, Jules Vasylenko, 
Andrew Mathews, FERALCATSCAN, Khate Reutling, Megan Blafas, Softservo, Cambria 
McMillan -Zapf, Jay Jay, Olchar Lindsann, Ralph Eaton, Brian Counihan, [ex]0HS Zine Club, 
and everybody who joined in with group actions, volunteered in performances, added to the collab 
fest & collage table, brought food etc. to share, or contributed in other ways 

Evet*ybody who helped spread the word, convince friends to come, or took a chance on 
something that sounded strange, vague, and unsettling — who donated to Art Rat or supported 

participants by buying merch — in fact, 

everybody who took part in creating a transformative communal clusterfuck! 


Now let’s start looking forward to next July for AfterMAF 2018!!!!** 


* I found this typeface especially hilarious here. 
ww assuming that society continues to function. 
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(2017 Christian -Time) 


Here's some disconnected chronicling for ya: 

The local Roanoke Anti-Scene has been so bustlingly active in the SHORT time since 
the last issue (we’re on our supposedly monthly schedule!) that the appalling, terrifying, 
stultifying, potentially numbing (if we’re not careful) whack-a-mole game that is National 
Politics shall have to wait for the next Report. The local situation is more fun, at least: another 
AfterMAF has come and gone, along with an influx of 10 generous, insane, and challenging 
visitors and many long-distance participants mixing their languagesoundsideascamaraderie 
with the our little valley of madness. (See the whole page about it.) 

Beyond that, we’ve already had a couple more people come through Art Rat, and had 
some other rousing local events. Three days after AfterMAF, Dybbuk played a chillingly 
intense set at Art Rat with drums and and saxaphone seeking and playing within the spaces 
where the sounds each is not supposed to make begin to merge; a hodge-podge of local 
"After-AfterMAF All-Stars" led up to it. It’s a pity that schedules hadn’t lined up for 
AfterMAF, because we were all more exhausted than Dybbuk’s generous work deserved. On 
July 25 Emotron returned to the venue -I (Olchar) couldn't make that show, but heard good 
things, particularly about a communal noisey free-for-all after the individual sets. And 
another show, explained a couple paragraphs down - {NOTE: IJ there’s something that should 
be reported on & I'm not there or not privy, please email me a sentence or two & I'll insert it here - or 
somewhere - like Brad Chriss' micro-review of the X-Box 360 last month -or, send a fuller anh- 
revieio, like Jim's and mine in this issue. Why not?} And there's been some great metal - see my 
micro-anti-review elsewhere in the issue (it ain't that big, you can find it). Regarding which. 


see the italicized parenthesis . . . 

Random notes: We all send up paeons to Cthulu for Sid's health to return; we miss her. 
Juanita Chriss is learning the most important word to employ if she wants to navigate the 
Capitalist wonderland that awaits her in adulthood: "No!" Practicing a lot, apparently. In 
unrelated news, she just celebrated her 2 nd birthday. (Warren Fry celebrated one, as well a bit 
farther along in years). Seems like everybody has an idea about what ELSE Ralph and Brian 
could donate use of Art Rat for, or turn it into on their own labour, or put time into. Clearly, 
they owe all of us more free space and time. I mean, come on. I (Olchar) humbly suggest that he 
turn the Art Ratmosphere into a glow-in-the-dark paint-ball emporium. Maybe get Virginia 
Tech involved, they could get the Army involved, and that’s where the big bucks start coinin' 
in. You could combine it with a craft brewery to get the hipsters to turn a blind eye to the 
Navy Seals and CIA spooks you'd have checking in on things. Think about it, guys - that's all 


I'm sayin'. 

Finally, on a sad note - Cambria McMillan-Zopf has departed our fair valley for North 
Carolina, with promises for return visits. She will be missed, both for her enthusiasm as a part 
of the community and for adding her unique element of movement and dance into our events 
here. (It is hoped that Ralph will step in to fill that role.) We saw her off with a lovely evening 
of music and collaborations including Waif, Moss Kingdom, Kaily Moon Schenker, Peat Bogs, 

Jules Vasylenko, & Olchar Lindsann. It made us appreciate that much more what we'll miss - r 
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